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AMONG the good things that Balieff has given us in the new bill of
the Chauve-Sourls Is a song they have been singing in France for
more than two centuries, but which, as tar as we can recall, had

not been sune in this town in our time. That is the half jaunty, half
pensive ballad called "Le Mort et Convoi de I'Invincible Malbrough." Every
Frenchman knows it.knows It so thoroughly that he could not for the life
of him tell when and where it first entered into his memories any more

than any of us can reipember at what time and place we first heard "Yankee
Doodle."

There are those who say Its tune runs back to the time of the Crukades.thatthe knights of Godfrey de Bouillon roared it under the very
walls of Jerusalem, leaving it behind them in Arabia, where you can hear
it to this day. Certainly its association with the mock ballad of the dread
Duke of Marlborough goes back to the Battle of Malplaquet, in 1709, at a

time when his was a name wherewith the bonnes could frighten children
into good behavior. Unable to slay or rout the fellow, it was the French
way to take revenge in derisive song, ana tne legend nas it tnat at nigntfallafter the disastrous battle a French soldier, who was minus his shirt
by this time and had not eaten in three days, distilled for himself a sweet
consolation by inditing this funeral dirge for an enemy then only too painfullyalive.

The song spread along the line from tent to tent and became one of the
bomely and cheerful possessions of the people. Years later.later by three
ecore years and ten.it was taken to court. A son had been born to the
alien Queen, and to Versailles was summoned a ruddy, buxom peasant
woman to be his nurse. With her from the country she brought the old
tune which, as like as not, her grandfather had heard sung along the road
In the confusion after Malplaquet. So the cradle of the little chap, who
was to vanish into history as the Lost Dauphin, was rocked to the incongruousmelody of "Malbrough s'en va-t»en guerre."

It caught the ear and jingled in the memory of the Austrian, to whom
it wns a new thlner in n lanri where mo much wan ntill new. She made it
the fad ol' Versailles. It was played by the fiddlers of the court. It was

hummed and roared in the stables. It spread to Paris and became the
rage. Its lugubrious tale was wrought in tapestries and embroideries. It
was painted on fans and carved on snuff boxes. The "Mironton, mirokton,
mirontaine" dogged the stranger's steps along the Seine much as the "What,
never? Well, hardly ever" refrain became epidemic In this country when
"Pinafore" was new. The song maddened the young Goethe, agape in the
Paris of Louis XVI. It was a favorite with Napoleon, who, though no great
shakes as a barytone, made a point of singing its catch lines as he put foot
to stirrup for any entry into battle.

_

Up on the Century Roof now its elegiac quatrains are acted out with
mock solemnity by a very troupe of puppets escaped from some lunatic
Guignol. The sound of the accompanying verses stirred many a memory
in this listening chronicler. A memory of an old woman in a smoky, saUsagcfestoonedkitchen of a Norman estaminet bending oyer the fire and beating
an omelette to the rhythm of "Mironton, mironton, fkirontaine." A memory
of three little poilus in weather stained horizon bleu. Jogging under a

wintry moon aloug the white, frosted road that led to Nancy and singing
as they went "Malbrouyh s'en ra-t-cn yuerre." A memory of a dirt floor
farmhouse on the Britanuy coast.a lonely farmhouse built when the
great Louis was King of France. And there one night last summer, while
tno crowd sat around the wall to listen and someoue with a guitar
strummed a lazy accompaniment, our own Kathleen Howard stood and
sang this ancient song.

Above all, a memory of "Trilby." Occasional references to that book
of books'will keep creeping into this column as King Charles's head into
Mr. Pick's memorial, livery reasonable effort will be made to avoid
them, but surely this time it Is necessary. For that night when Taffy
and the Laird and Little Billee went to the Cirque dot Bashibazoucks to
hear La Svcnyali sing.the night they learned that it was Trilby.the
greatest voice of all time Imparted its immeasurable heartache to this
foolish old ballad. It is a matchless description, that passage wherein
Pu Maurier follows verse by verse the mounting anxiety, the deepening
stnse of an irrevocable calamity with which 6he could invest the comiug
of the messenger. Hear him:

"All this time the uccompaniment had been quite simple.just a few
obvious, ordinary chords.

"But now, quite suddenly, without a single modulation or note of
warning, down goes the tune a full major third, from E to C.into the
graver depths of Trilby's great contralto.so solemn and omiuous that

there is no more weeping, but the flesh creeps; the accompaniment slows
ami elaborates itself; the march becomes a funeral march, with muted
ttrings and quite slowly:

Aux nouvellee quo j'apportc.
Mironton, mironton, mirontaineJ

Aux nouvellcs que j'apportc,
Vos beaux yeux vont pleurer!

"Richer and richer grows the accompaniment. The mironton, miron
tainc becomes a dirge:

Qulttez vos habits roses.

Mironton, mironton, mironlainet
Qulttez vos habits roses,
EL vos satins broch^s? "»

"Here the ding-donging of a big bell seems to mingle with the score

, . . and very slowly, and so impressively that the news will ring
forever in the ears and hearts of those who hear it from La Bvcngali's
lips:

Le Bleur Malbrouck est mort.
Mironton, mironton, mirontainct

Le Sieur->-Malbrouck.est.mort!
Est mort.et enterrt!

"And thus it all ends quite abruptly,
"And this heartrending tragedy, this great historical epic in two

dozen lines at which some five or six thousand gay French people are

{ Du Maufier'a Drawing of Lady Malbrough for "Trilby."
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sniffling and mopping their eyes lflte so many Niobcs, is just a common !"
old French comic.a mere nursery ditty like 'Little Bopeep.' " I1

!
* * *

(
But the full ballad as it has been handed down through the genera-

tions is much longer than two dozen lines and here, for once in a way, ;

is the whole thing:

Le Mort et Convoi de l'Invincible Malbrough
Malbrough s'en va-t-en guerre. I/un portalt son grand sabre.
Mtronton, mlronton, mlrontaine. Mironton, mironton, mlrontalne, r

Malbrough s'en va-t-en guerre, L'un portuit son grand sabre, n

Xe salt quand reviendra. L'autre no portalt rien. j t
o

II' reviendra z-a Piques, A l'entour de sa tombe.
Mironton, mironton, mirontainc, Mironton, mironton, niirontaine,
11 reviendra z-a Piques, A l'entour de sa tombe,
Ou A la Trinitft. Romarlns, 1'on planta. I u

a
Ka Trinltfe se passe gur la plus haute branclie.
Mironton, mironton, mlrontaine, Mlronton, mlronton, mlrontaine,
J.a TrinltC se passe gur la plus haute hranchc,
Malbrough ne revlent pas. Le rostslg'nol cHianta. n

It
Madam® a «a tour mont#, On vit voler son ame.f
Mironton, mlronton, mlrontaine. Mlronton, mironton, mlrontaine.
Madame k sa tour montd On vit voler son am®.
Si liaut qu'elle peut monter. Au travers des laurlers. ^

ICIle apercolt son pag'e Chacun mit ventre A terrej,
Mlronton, mironton. mlrontaine. Mlronton, mlronton, mlrontaine.
Kile aper«;olt son pag'e Chacun mlt ventre a terre. , j'
Tout de nolr Uabllld. Et puis se releva.

''
Beau pag'e. ah! mon beau page. Pour chanter les vlctoires, t
Mlronton, mlronton. mlrontaine. Mironton. mlronton, mlrontaine, jl
Beau pag'e, ah 1 mon beau pag'e Pour chanter les vlctoires
Quell' nouvelle apportez. Que Malbrough remporta.

Aux nouvell's que J'apporte, La ceremonle faite, n

Mironton, mironton, mlrontaine. Mironton, mlronton, mlrontaine. c
Aux nouvell's que J'apporte, T*a ceremonle falte. p
Vos beaux yeux vont pleurer. Chacun s'en fut coucher.

Qulttez vos habits roses, Les uns avec leurs femmes.
Mlronton, mironton, mlrontaine. Mironton. mlronton, mlrontaine. i
Ouittcz vos hahits roses I.es uns avec leurs femmes,i 1
Et vos satins troches. Et les autrcs tout seuls. i

Monsieur d'Malbrough est mort. Ce n'est pas qu'il en manque.
Mlronton, mironton, mlrontalne, Mlronton, mlronton, mirontaine.
Monsieur ri'M&lbrough est mort. Ce n'est pas qu'll en manque
Est mort et cnterrft. Ear J'en connals beaucoup.

J'lal vu porter en terre. blondes et des brunes.
Mironton, mlronton, mirontaine. Mlronton. mlronton. mirontaine.
J'lal vu porter en terre, Ees blondes et des brunes
Tar quatre s-offlclers. Et des chatalgn's aussi. j
L'un portait sa culrasse. T'n'en dls pas davantap*.
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine. Mironton. mlronton, mirontaine.
IVun portait sa euirasse, J'n'crvdls pas rlavantage,
L'autre son boucher. Car en volia T,-assez.

From this version is carefully omitted the sinful final quatrain es-

peclally written for the Russian zanies on the Century Roof. In his

ambling preamble to the ballad there, Baiieff has the hardihood to repeatthe old tale about the days when this song was ao all-purjuing in

Europe. It seems a Frenchman astray in London and bound for Mcrlboroughstreet could not remember its name, but got there all right by
bailing a cab and enriching the cabby's day by singing "Malbrough" to
him. Balirff also proudly claims for this ballad the distinction of never

having been turned Into what he balefully calls a fawx trawt. Perhaps
no, perhaps not. But the tune did cross over to England and thence to i

us nearly a hundred years ago. And we hear it every year of our lives,
for the words that it picked up in England were "We won't go home until 1

morning." ,

Anyway, It is altogether delightful to hear It sung so solemnly, so nonsensicallyin the Chauve-Sourls. And perhaps, if wo are all very good, some

day BaliefT may bring over another French song that has hidden too long
in old French buvettes and garrisons."Aupres de ma blonde."

BRADY WEEK.
LAST week on Broadway was set aside as William A. Brady week.

dedicated entirely to his adventures in art. On Monday night
came "Swlfty,'' a bit of flagrant theatrical balderdash, written under

a delusion which has been losing a little ground of late. As the late Bert
Leston Taylor once observed, the public Is not such a fool as It looks.

I Then on Tuesday came a piece of Quite another sort.raul Glraldy's
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'Aimer." a fine, pcnerating, thouglitrulcomedy, beautifully acted by its
small company.especially by Grace
jeorge and Itobort Warwick. Kor
Vlias Georae as an actress we li i ve

ilways had (ho liveliest admiration.
i-'or Grace George as a translator of
'rencli plays our enthusiasm Is some-1
,vhat tempered.
Against the ineptitudes of our transutorswe are always protesting

aucously and without hope. Too
lany of our managers seem to share
he viewpoint once expressed by our
!d friend. Mr. Vincent Crummies of
'ortsmouth, wno, in the bitterness of
laving to lift a play from the French
efore the following Monday, cried out
ngiily:
"Damtne, if I haven't often said that
wouldn't have a man or woman in

;iy company that wasn't master of the
tnguage, so that they might learn It
rom the original and play it in K»gshand save all this trouble und exiense."
The transmogrification of "Aimer"

nto "To Eovc" is by no means a bad
ob, as such jobs have been done on

Iroadway in recent years, but It does
cave something to be desired. When
he "on dit" comes out as "one says,"
I is as Jolting as that incredible
Helgho!" with which the more nonhulantcharacters in bad English
lovels are always sinking into chintzoveredchairs. Or as prim and imirobableas the "It's a fine day, is not
17" of the Jane Austen stories.
Such playwrights as ueraioy, h»vpr,

u their own tongue, strive for the
ifelikc, broken casual speech which
ends such veracity to the dialogue
vrltten by our own O'Neill. Or, for
hut matter, by Galsworthy. There Is
t certain precision, a certain canonical
leganre In the language they suffer
heir puppets to utter. And when
inch language Is lifted over Into Kngishthere lies a special burden on the
idapter. who must remember that any
mrvlval of t<atlnlty In an Kngllsh text
s likely to add a mincing and pedatogicalgait to Its speech which may
lave been no part of the first author'a
ntentlon.
There is Just enough of this lingerngin the promptbook they are using

low at the HIJou to Imperil from time
o time the precious illusion of life,
riiere are times when you. the eavesIropper,lose somewhat the sense that
i'Ou are listening In on the heart-tolearttalks of three tormented human
.olnira Vftn rjUlfir Ihnf VOll are

ittendtng a rather aelf-eonselourf rnn>r»nr».an Impromptu platform debateon love between.well, let us

»av between Clayton llnmlltnn. Aanes
Ftepplier pnd tyil'lwm Lyon Phelps.
\nd wouldn't that be fun!

Many Unhappy Returns.
The coat of producing the flrat "Music

Bo* Revue" I* unreliably reporter) to
lave been $200,000 end that of the forthcominglimit to be $250,000.but at that,
ilmnst anything Is possible when Irving
Berlin, Bant Harris and Hansard Short
ret together an<l begin ordering ha lea of
Ircaa goods. The opening performance
las been overaubaerlbed more than four
Imea, which puts It on a. par with the
atest Ktegfeld "Kollioa." for which K.
Eiegfeld, Jr., had to return more than
120,000 for unfilled ordera for the oprn
ng night.
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UT~^V 4 OSE BRIAR," the impending
Booth Tarkington play,

-®- ^ promises to call for lots of
attention in more ways than one. It
was written by Tarkington in order
to uphold Emerson's well known law
of compensation, so far as Billle Burke
Is concerned. East season Miss Burke
appeared in "The Intimate Strangers,"
which, as everybody ought to know
now with any pretense to being acquaintedwith roadway, was originallymeant to be grafted on the ta>
ents of Maude Adams. It was writ
ten about a character who had passef
the first bloom of youth, but try a*
desperately as she might Miss Burke
could not look anything but young.

So the author promised to write for
her a play in which she would be Justifiedin appearing youthful. In additionto Miss Burke the cast on the
male side will be topped off with Allan
Dlnehart and his mellifluous voice and
eves. Mrs. Eydig Hqyt, moreover, will
return to the metropolitan stage in
this piece after a summer spent absorbingplays and technique in stock
nllf IVpsf

A further member of the cast will bo
Don McUlbney. who Is to be noted under
the following counts: (1) He is a graduateof Hamilton College, (2) he wan

an aviator In the war, (3) he is a novelistwho sells. Last spring be caused the
book reviewers to draw a bead on him
with "Sing." Ho Is now having a novel
published serially In the Metropolitan
Magazine and already the critical weaponsare being sharpened for it. This
will be the first time he has taken refuge
on the stage from novel writing.

At the professional matinee last Sundayof his comedy, "The Torjeh Bearers,"
George Kelly Indicated that he ha<» tho
modesty of nonchalance. Coming out to
make a curtain speech lie became seeminglyconfidential with the first two or
three rows.presumably because there
were no critics sitting there. Krom the
back of the house came cries of "louder"
from those who felt entitled to a free
speech as well a« free seats. Said Kelly
in a loud tone:
"But it isn't important."

The public who have been attending
"It. IT. It." at the Garrick Theater and
wondering how to pronounce the last
name of the author, Karel Capek. will be
Immensely relieved to have that burden
taken off their mind. It is uttered thus,
"Shah-peck," with tho accent on the
first syllable, as In disgust.
Now that tills matter lias been settled

something about Capek and his brother
might be In order. These Czeeho-Slovaklans,who collaborated on "The JnsootComedy," are both >oung and are
Inclined to be revolutionary in their
play*, h tendenoy of tin* young wnloh
in not confined to Cr.ocho-Slovakla.
Karel Is avowedly a writer. while Ma
brother. Josef. In a euldst painter and
an author when sidetracked. He rani"
Into the writing of "The Inoeet Comedy"
because of the picturesque elements,
hugs being Inherently more adapted to
cubists than to dramatists.

William A. Brady Is said to be spendingon the production of the Capck
comedy as much as $$0,000, not to men-
Hon sleepless nights. Brady alms to developthis Into tin; most ambitious effortof Ills life, with its butterfly act. its
beetle act and Its ant act. and to make
the stage genuinely creepy for once.

Just by way of contrast.and possibly
for relief.Brady will present at Providenceto-morrow "Up She Goes." a musicalcomedy version of "Too Many
Cooks." for which Frank Craven himself
whipped the book Into shape when not
writing plays with his other hand. Harry
Tlerney and Joseph McCarthy of "Irene"
accumulated the score and lyrics. DonaldBrian and Gloria Foy will have the
principal roles in the show, which will
be the first musical offering Brady has
made since his daughter Alice grew out
of stage pigtails.

John Emerson and Anita D003. who,
have hitherto beep confined to the movie
scenario tier, have passed along to A
H. WoOda the lltiislied adaptation of a

work by two Teutonic authors, Arnold
and Ma(ii'li, called "The Whole Town Is
Talking,'' until the co«tt ot' this title in
electric light has been figured out. It
deals with u small town youth of Incon-
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siderable personality, who la made out
to be a rural Romeo to impress a young
woman from the city that the town has
its points. Emersoiy will direct it and
John Cumberland will suppress himself
in It.

Edward Knoblock has just won a race
against the transatlantic steamship
service which was to determine whether
the nla vwricht could do a rdav more

quickly than a liner could do a voyage.
Recently Knoblock. who had his name
featured in the adaptation of Douglas
Fairbanks's "Three Musketeers," receivedan offer from the film star to
make ".Monsieur Beuucaire" pliable for
the screen as his next picture. RegretfullyKnoblock declined, explaining that
he was already under contract with
Charles B. Cochran. I.ondon producer,
to wrlto a play for him called "The
Lullaby." and that the screen must
somehow get along without his aid.
Then Fairbanks came back with such

a flattering offer that Knoblock went
to Cochran in London in great perturbationof mind.
"My goodness." he said, mopping his

brow, "I never heard of so much money
in my life, at least for a scenario."
"Well," said Cochran, "I don't want

to clog the wheels of progress."
"Tell you what I'll do," volunteered

Knoblock. "I've got one act of the old
thing already written, and I'll hop on
tho boot and see if I can't flni3h the
rest of it on the trip over with you."
Which he did, spending sleepless

nights composing "The Lullaby." The
rest of the passenger list, as usual,
were rooting hard for the ship to get
in many hours ahead of time, but Knoblock,driving his typewriter to his limit,
was cheering feverishly every time It
lost speed. And talent once more triumphedover mere mechanism, for it
might be said that he dutted the last
"I" Just before he landed, since he had
the play finished at 2 A. M., Just in
time to pass it through the Customs
House as a foreign work of art.
It Is a play dealing with France of

the Empire period, about I860, and will
be uncoiled in London by Cochran this
fall.

"Lawful larceny," according to all
the diagnosticians, was due to go the
way of all royalties In Philadelphia the
last week. It was expected that the
playing lime there would bo kept open
f .

^
Age Before Beauty.

Play. Presented.
Kikt Nov. 29, '21

Captain Applejack Dee. 30
Chauve-Souris Feb. 4, '22
The Cat and tlie Canary....Feb. 7
Partners Again : May 1
Kempy May 15
Abie's Irish Rose May 23
Ztegfeld's Foliies of 1322...Juno f>
Whispering Wires Aug. 7
Blossom Time (2d eng. j... .Aug. 7
Shore I^eavo \ug. S
The Monster....\ Aug. 9
East Side, West Side Aug. 15
The Old Soak Aug. 22
George White's Scandals. ..Aug. 28
The Gingham Girl Aug. 28
The Torch Bearers Aug. 29
Ho This Is London! Aug. 30
Her Temporary Husband... Aug. 31
Molly Hurdling Sept. 1
Better Times Sept. 2
Sally, Irene and Mary Sept. 4
A Fantastic Fricasee Sept. 11
Why Men Leave Home... .Sept. 12
Greenwich Village Follies...Sept. 12
The Awful Truth Sept. 1S
It's a Boy Sept. 19
Orange Blossoms Sept. 19

. Banco Sept. 20
Passing Show of 1922 Sep'. 20
East of Suez Sept. 21
The Exciters Sept. 22
La Tendrcs.se Sept. 25
Spite Corner Sept. 25
On the Stairs Sept. 25
tier H'rnd s.pt. 2>;
Ixiyalties Sept. 27
Thin Ire Sept. 30
Mulvaloca Oct. 2
The Yankee Prince** Oct. j
The Lady in Ermine C«ct. 2
It. U. Ft Oct. !
The Faithful Heart Oct. 10
Queen o' Hearts Oct. 10
Swifty Oct. 16
To Love Oct. 17
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for Pauline Frederick in "The Guilty
One," now in Chicago, which wouMt indicatethat the would round upoft the
East sooner than was anticipated.

At the time of going to press at. H.
Woods had not yet decided whether
"The L,ove Child" should be kept alive,
but it was noticeable that he was passingout cigars like a proud father.

Arthur Hopkins began rehearsals
during the last week of "Hamlet," with
John Barrymore as virtually the only
member of the lineup called for practice.Tli" matter of who would play
Othello still seemed to be one of those
Eleustnian mysteries. Incidentally, Hop- '

kins said that the report that he would
revive "Peter Pan," with Genevieve
Tobln as Peter, was simply a flash In
the pan.

Robert Edmond Jones, scenic designer
tor snakrspeare by appointment. is 6ahl
to bf writing his opinion of 'hat well
known author, particularly with regard
to "Hamlet." Possibly some medium will
now bo asked to got in touch with
Shakespeare and elicit his opinioti of
Robert Edmond Jones.

Two Hopkins ventures arc meeting op;posits fortunes on the road, though their
business was not so divergent in New
York, which would tend to show that the
road has a way of making up its own
mind nowadays and that "100 nights in
New York" now mean less than "Ten
Nights in a Har Room." "Anna Christie,"with Pauline Lord, is having prosperityshowered dow n on it, while "The
Hairy Ape," with Louis Wolhelm, is
having it more and more clearly shown
to him that this Is no world for him.

t

y-JEugene O'Neill is reported to be writ- ji , *

ing a woman's play, and Ethel BarryJmore, who is eager to become one of
that growing band of players who can
say, along with Willard Mack, that theyhave done an O'Neill play at lekst once,
is understood to have first call on the
piece. Meanwhile "Rose Bernd". continuesto pell out at the Longacre, and
the end is not yet, so tliat the time appointedfor her to do Iluealind in "As
You Like It" is still around the corner.

Hopkins, by the way, will proba- evlve"The Jest" next year, but it will
be sent on tour, and John and Lionelwill not be the twain who will make
astounding faces at each other. Meanwhiletlie chances that Lionel will doO'Neill's "The Fountain" approach theGerman mark as a minimum.

Leo Csrrillo was duo in town over theweek end with the skeletonized cast for"Mike Angelo," consisting of the twoother players besides himself whowalked on with the play in the Pacific
coast trvout. Three other players willbe sprinkled with the cast and the wholewell stirred out of town in two weeks.Oliver Morosco himself is expected to
come East to grease the skids for thepiece.
The latest name which bobbed to thesurface for James T. Powcrs's musicalplay was "Hipplty Hop." but doubtlessit will relinquish the struggle by thetinu* tlif'ik* unwla.

"The Romantic Age." tho A. A. Mllnscomedy now hovering near, has the distinctionof having- been tried out by two
amateur organizations, and still survivingfor the professional i tape. Not only
was it given a cnpable production bythe Amateur Comedy Ciub hero, but anothergroup of UedgllriKs poured forth
their hearts in It at Summit, N. J. last
sj ring. It was here thut Frederick
Stanhope, who is to present it with HughFord, saw it performed and decided
what he'd do about it. Incidentally, the
loading to!e was played by Beatrice
.Vlilcs. who thus won a chance to apeakfor her df In "The Evergreen Lady."marking the fir t time, as they say. on
any stage.

| MY DEAR SIR: |
i J

The Epilogue of "R. U. R."
7o the Dramatic Editor:

In the general chorus of enthusiasm
tor the Theater Gui'd's production of
Capok's sensational "It. U. It." then
ha\ been strains of definite und, to
me. Inexplicable dlseitisfactlon with tho
conclusion of this play. The dissonant
notes have rangea all the way from
Mr. Corbln's charge (hat the finale v.

Irrelevant, to Heywood Broun's protest
that the entire last cct was incongruously"sentimental" and unnecessary.
These objections seem to tue to be not
only captious hut contrary to the spirit
of the performance. And. what is
tnore, they are all fundamentally false.
in the first piscc. the extraordinary

third set has ended, after thirty mlnut* *>
of twitching suspense, on a plate of
rcmendotis Intensity. But the jioi 'f
impelling this climax has been the fo'r-i
of negation. We have witnessed In half
a.n hour the last stand of civilisation.
The machine has been conquered by the
very product* of machinery, the creatorshave been smashed by their »»"t
creations The human race, with the
exception of one old man. baa been
wiped out. It Is Incredible that lb*
play should end on such n note. tiemru-

Honit a means, not an end.a pintllud*
that applies even to euch a detail as
the technic of the dram.t. The
struggle to ascend, the push up from
the depth?, the eternal desire of Ufa
to per«tst and vary Is surely no lr"reletant" than the r.genoles of destructionand death. If the playwright had
brought down his final curtain on the
victo' of the soulle.es robots, lie would
have dono lens than half of his work
as artist. The upward curva must be
sugg.- lec| if not elvirted.
Hut from a consideration of actual

theater rather than abstract drains,
the emission of the epilogue would b«
even more incomprehensible Thte
epilogue does something that the thrsa
preceding acts nev-er aohleved: 1'
create#.gnd nrt»lnialns--a spiritual
mood, which swings the entlra play to
sudden and surprising heights. Iton"
has already reached the peak, social
atire has been combined with terror

to bring about a vigorously melodramaticclimax. And then.as Molnar In
the middle of "Islliom" left realism for
fantasy--''apek lifts the last act from
»v» 1»\rt of rdivaii-nl action bv an

motion*I purity which the other ecenee
have acareelv Mins*ete<]. It la exalte*
tion ineteed of xcltement. poetrv
rather than propaganda. If it t*
whiniM<'»l tand it has become the
feniiion to pronounce the word with n

soph Heated condescension) it W
whimsy of th" highest order- an end
that, v Ithout distort Ing the i^tienglh
of Capek's powerful parable, line It i

own integrity and it it complete aa tt
il inevitable.
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